THE     DON     FLOWS      HOME
irritably. " The cossacks have let us down. They havei^t
followed us, and they won't. We must have the courage
to look the truth in the eyes, and not delude ourselves with
idiotic hopes."
" Why won't they follow us ? "
" Weft, they didn't at first, and so they won't now.1'
" We shall see ! " Fomin retorted in a challenging tone.
" I won't lay down my arms ! "
" That's all empty talk t " Kaparin said wearily.
" You devil's head ' " the infuriated Fomin exclaimed.
" What are you spreading panic here for*? You've fed me
up with your tears worse than a bitter radish would ! What
did we rise at all for then ? Why did you come in, if your
guts are so weak ? It was you who urged me on to start
the rising, but now you want to crawl out of it ! Haven't
you got anything to say ? "
" I've got nothing to say to you, you can go to the devil?
you fool! " Kaparin exclaimed hysterically and went off,
wrapping himself chillily in his sheepskin and turning up
the collar.
" These well-born people are always thin-skinned ' As
soon as anything happens they've had enough, they're
done/' Fomin said with a sigh.
They sat silent for some time, listening to the steady,
powerful roar of the water. A duck pursued by two drakes
flew over their heads with a grating croak. An excitedly
chattering flock of starlings dropped down over the glade
but, seeing human beings, swept up again, turning like a
black braid as they went.
A little later Kaparin came back.
tf I want to go to the village to-night," he said, looking
at Fomia and blinking hard.
" What for ? "
" A strange question ! Can't you see I've got a bad chill
and can hardly keep on my feet ? "
" Well, and what of it ? Will you lose your chill in the
village, d'you think? " Fomin asked with imperturbable
calm.                                                                               j,
" I must have at least a few nights in a warm place/1      *
*' You're not going anywhere ! " Fomin said firmly.
" What, am I to perish here ? "